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ଡଃ 
- ହ୍ ସଭିଃ ° 
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Eminent Poet, playwright and short story writer 
from Orissa. He has to his credit four collections 
of poems, three plays and a collection of 
short storles in Orlya. Hils writings have been 
translated Into English and several other Indian 
languages. Publications In English include 
First Person, Love is a Season and Timescapes — 
all collections of poems published by Arnold- 
Helnemann. His plays have been translated 
into different Indian languages and staged In 
various citles of the country. His play Before 
the Sunset is considered a classic In Indian 
drama and has been published In Hindi, Bengall. 
Punjabi, Guijaratl, Tamil, Marath! and Kannada 
translations. A recepient of the prestiglous 
Hom! Bhabha Fellow Fellowship, he has done 
a study of the paintings of Orissa and pub- 
lished Puri Paintings. Born in 1936 In Orlsse, 
he works and lives in Delhi. 


Both the plays included in this volume were 
written in 1959, but continue to have relevance 
to contemporary social conditlons. 
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(Radheshyam’s sitting room. An old man — let's call 
him Gentleman 1 — is reading a newspaper and seems to 
be waiting for Someone. Another old man — Gentleman 
I/— enters. G 1 stands up with respect. G II greets 
him with greater respect. Both sit down. They keep 
silent, not knowing who will start the conversation. With 
a lot of hesitation G I breaks the silence). 


G / : | was reading today’s newspaper. 

G // : Itis a very good habit. 

G / : Ifone has to keep informed about the world . .. 

G // : about films, theatre, sports, literature . . . 

G / : about potitics, crime, accidents . .. 

G // itis only through newspapers. 1! can go without 
a meal for a day, but | cannot live without the 
newspaper. 

G / : You would not believe that | had once relapse 
of my fever when the newspaper did not come 
out one day. The doctor of course said that it 
was because | had overeaten that day, but! 
know for certain that it was because I had not 
read the newspaper. 

(There is Silence again for Some time) 

G // : What were you reading in the paper ? 

G / ¢: The matrimonial column. 

G // : It's strange, but that also happens to be my 
favourite column. 

G / :I thought you were married. 

G Il : (a little embarrassed) Well, | mean | was married 
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when I was sixteen. But then | have not been 
able to give up the habit. 

: Same here. | consider marriage the most impor- 
tant thing in life. 

: The most important thing in all creation. 

(There is silence again) 

: All right. What is it that attracts you most in 
the matrimonial column ? 

: Dow ... 

: Dow — ? 

: (hesitating/ly) Dow-ry. 

: Yes, well, dowry. But — 

; It would seem you don't support ... 

: Not exact!y, but then ... 

: 1 also don’t particularly . .. 

: | do not believe in dowry. 

Nor do |. Itis a blot on Society. 

; It is a crying shame. 

: Down with dowry. 

: Dowry has no place in marriage. 

: Marriage is a heavenly institution. 

: You have said it. 


(Both close their eyes, as if contemplating on the heaven- 
liness of marriage. Shasank enters, but they still do 
not open their eyes. Shashank coughs and they look at 


him.) 


SHASHANK : You seem to be waiting for father. Have 
you asked someone ? 


GI 


: No. 


SHASHANK : All right. {| will tell him. 


G / 


(Shashank goes inside) 
: | thought you were Mr. Radheshyam. 
; { took you to be Radhesyam for t had been told 
that he looks like a madman. 
: What do you mean ? Do look like a madman? 
Have you seen your own face in a mirror ? 
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G / : Then you should have told me from the beginning 
that you were not Radheshyam. | need not have 
been so respectful to you. 

G / : You mean to say | look like a madman ! 

G // : Anyone seeing you with that newspaper would 
have thought you were Radheshyam. 

G / : You mean to say I look like a madman ? ! would 
say you look like one. 

(They are shouting at each other when Radheshyam enters 

— his own looks settling the argument ) 

RADHESHYAM: I knew that you would be arguing 
about it. 

(After exchange of greetings, Radheshyam and the Gentle- 

men sit down.) 

G / : Of course you would know. 

G // : You are alt-knowing. 

G / : You are omni-silent. 

RADHESHYAM: (ignoring it all) But what did you ¢con- 
clude ? Lucky Nine or Chhoti Begum ? 

G / : Lucky Begum? 

G // : Chhoti Nine ? 

(Radheshyam gets up. So do the two Gentlemen) 

RADHESHYAM: (to G /) Who do you think will win ? 
Lucky Nine or Chhoti Begum ? 

G / : (hesitating/y) Chhoti Begum. 

RADHESHYAM: Ha. ha. You make me laugh. Chhoti 
Begum! Ha, ha. You do not know a thing. 

G // : (with confidence) Who says Chhoti Begum will 
win? Lucky Nine is bound to be the winner. 

RADHESHYAM: Ha. ha. You too area funny fellow. 
Lucky Nine ! You seem to be completely ignorant. 

G / : You mean neither will win ? 

RADHESHYAM : That is right. It is the turn of X. 

G // : What! 

RADHESHYAM: You are absolutely uninformed. 

G // : No, Sir, I read the newspaper ... 
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RADHESHYAM: You read the newspaper? 

G // :No. no. When I! came in, this gentleman was 
reading the paper. 

G / : Who was reading it? | was only fanning myself 
with it. | use newspapers only for packing fish. 

G // : 1 wrap my chappals in newspaper. 
(Radheshyam does not bother. They sit silent) 

RADHESHYAM: So why did you come here ? 

G / : 1 know your son Shankar. 

G // : Shankar is a good friend of mine. 

RADHESHYAM: But — 

G / :No, no. My daughter Mira is his student. 

G // : Mv daughter Nira is hts student too. 

RADHESHYAM: So they have done badly in their 
exams ? And you expect Shankar to help ? No. 
thank you. You may go. Good-bye. 
(Radheshyam gets up) 

G / : No, itis not that. Shankar wants to marry Mira. 

G // : No, he wishes to marry Nira. 

G // :Nira? Can'tbe Nira is ugly. 

G // : Mira is a hunchback. 

G / : Nira is lame. 

G // : Mira is blind. 

G / : Nira is deaf and dumb. 

RADHESHYAM: In any case bigamy is illegal. 

G / : No, Shankar will marry only Mira. 

G // : Only Nira. 

RADHESHYAM : What do you want me to do? 

G // : Shankar has only selected. You have (to give 
your approval. 

G // :How can the marriage take place without your 
approval ? 
(Radheshyam sits down) 

RADHESHYAM: Well, then. Do you believe in dowry ? 

(Both keep quiet trying to assess Radheshyam's mind). 

RADHESHYAM: I do. 
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G / : lalso believe in dowry. 

G // : Who does not ? 

RADHESHYAM: Then let's getit straight. How much 
are you willing to give ? 

G / : Five thousand. 

(Radheshyam looks at G //) 

G // : Seven thousand. 

G / : Eight thousend five hundred. 

G // : Ten thousand. 

RADHESHYAM: Please keep on with the bids. | will be 
back in a minute. 

(Radheshyam goes in) 

G / : Twelve thousand. 

G // : Fourteen thousand. 

(Shashank enters. He is dressed in a suit. Both mistake 

him for Shankar). 

G / :Mr. Shankar — 

SHASHANK: No, lam Shankar's younger brother. And 
my marriage is years away. But what are you 
doing here ? 

G / : We were discussing Shankar's marriage. 

SHASHANK : Shankar's marriage ? But he has already 
fixed up his marriage with Ira. 

(Shashank leaves) 

G / : Thank God. Shankar is marrying my daughter. 

G // : He said Nira, not Mira. 

G / : No, 1 am sure he said Mlra. 

G // :No,it was Nira. I am glad |! won't have to give 
any dowry. 

G / : Who is paying dowry in any case ? Shankar has 
himself decided to marry Mira. 

G Hl: (to himself) | am sure ! heard him say Nira. 

(Both keep silent) 

G/ : (to himself) | knew X would win. 

G // : What X ? (Correcting himself) Of course everyone 
knew that X would win. 
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G / : But you also said Lucky Begum would win. 

G // : Then tell me what is X ? 

G / : (laughs) So you do not know! Why should | 
tell you ? 

G // : Which means you do not know. 

(They keep quiet, and start reading the newspaper, each 

a sheet. Radheshyam enters. They do not stand up this 

time. Radheshsyam sits down). 

RADHESHYAM : Have you finished your bidding ? 

G / : It may sound strange to you, but | do not believe 
in dowry. 

G // : Dowry is a slur on society. 

G / : Dowry is a crying shame. 

G // : And you will be happy to know that Shankar has 
decided to marry Nira. 

G / : Not Nira, Mira. 

G // : No, no. dJtis Nira. 

RADHESHYAM: Oh, Shankar only decided. He has not 
yet married the girl, has he ? His decision means 
nothing. He may change his mind. It is | who 
will finalise his marriage. 

G / : Well, then, it is fourteen thousand. 

G / :lam sorry. | was mistaken. Of course | believe 
in dowry. Fifteen thousand. 

(ft strikes eight in the clock) 

RADHESHYAM : 1 am going tor my supper. Please decide 
between yourselves. 

(Radheshyam goes inside. It becomes dark. It strikes nine 

and the lights come on the two gentlemen seated.) 

G // : Twentythree thousand. 

G / : Twentythree thousand and two hundred. 

G // : Twentyfour thousand. 

G / : Twentyfour thousand and two hundred 

G // : Twentyfive thousand. 

G / : Twentyfive thousand and two hundred. 

(Lights go off. It strikes ten. Lights come on.) 
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G // : Look here, | cannot keep on bidding with you In 
this manner. You are a tightfisted one. Such slow 
bidding | | will wait till. Radheshyam comes. 

G / : Allright. | will mention sucha figure then that 
you will get a heart attack. 

(Radheshyam comes} 

RADHESHYAM: So what did you decide ? 

G / : 1 will pay fifty thousand. 

G // : Seventyfive thousand. 

G / : (knowing he has /ost) Let me leave. {Itis late. 

(G 1 leaves. Shashank enters. They do not look 
at him ) 

G // : If you want, | will write out the cheque now. (He 
takes out a cheque book and writes) 

SHASHANK 1; Itwas X who won. 

RADHESHYAM : Exactly as | thought. 

SHASHANK : But what is happening here ? 

G // : We were deciding about Shankar's marriage. 

SHASHANK : Shankar's marriage ? (He /aughs) He got 
married this evening. | am returning from the 
wedding party. Nice party. Drinks and dinner. 

RADHESHYAM : Who did he marry ? Mira? 

G // : It must be Nira. (He tears up the cheque). 

SHASHANK: Neither Mira nor Nira. He married Ira. 

G // : tis late. | must leave. 

RADHESHYAM: I always knew who would win. 

(He goes inside) 

G I : (Goes out, but returns) Is X lIra’s pet name ? 
(Shashank laughs He is drunk and mimes a horse.) 

G // : Now I! know. The winning filly. 

(G Il leaves. Shashank collects the torn bits of the cheque 

and looks at them longingly). 

SHASHANK : Seventyfive thousand rupees ! What a fool 
Shankar is | But {| won't be like him. ! would like 
to have s3ventyfive thousand rupees. 1 will not 
fall in love. 


{ Curtain] 
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Made for Each Other 


Scene 1 


(A small sitting room. Professor and Mrs. Sharma seem 
to be waiting for someone. The Professor is reading a 
magazine and his wife is busy knitting. Both are silent 
and Devduttis pacing the room impatiently. He goes to 
the chair in front of his parents and tries to attract their 
attention. But the Professor keeps on reading and his 
wife keeps on knitting. Finally Devdutt takes courage to 
speak up.) 
DEVDUTT : | repeat | do not believe in this arrangement. 
(The Professor and his wife look at Devdutt disapprovingly) 
PROF : Count up to fifteen, again. 
(Devdutt counts one to fifteen. The Professor goes back to 
his magazine and Mrs. Sharma to her knitting. Devdutt 
starts pacing the room again. A car stops outside. The 
Professor looks at his watch.) 
PROF: think the Judge Sahib has arrived. Go and 
find out, Devdutt. 
(Devdutt goes out and returns.) 
DEVDUTT : No, he has not come (in the same breath) 
and 1 do not believe in this arrangement. 
PROF : But ! do. 
MRS SHARMA: And t do too. 
PROF: What objection can there be to this arrange- 
ment? {It is after all your marriage, and | want you 
to see the girl and approve of her. That is why | requested 
Judge Sahib to come here with his daughter. See her. 
taik to her, and if you agree, who are we tu object ? 
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MRS. SHARMA : That's right. Who are we? 

(Another car Stops. Professor looks at Devdutt, who goes 

out and Soon ruturns.) 

PROF : (sternly) Devdutt... 

(Devdutt starts counting one to fifteen) 

PROF : (looks at his watch) It's five now and the Judge 
Sahib should be coming any minate. 

(Judge Sahib enters followed by his daughter) 

JUDGE Look. ! arrived exactly at five, for | am a firm 
believer in punctuality. 

(The Professor and his wife greet them and request them 

to take their Seat. Judge Sahib keeps standing) 

JUDGE: No, | cannot stay on now. I have an appoint- 
ment with the Chief Justice at five minutes past 
five and lam a firm believer in pubctuality. Let 
my daughter be here. The car will pick her up. 
And tomorrow, Devdutt. come and have dinner 
with us. At eight. Exactly at eight. 

(Judge Sahib goes out repeating to himself that he isa 

firm believer in puncutality. Now they all look at the girl. 

She is still standing in a corner and gazing at them 

foolishly.) 

PROF : Sit down, young girl. 

MRS. SHARMA / Please sit down. 

(She apparently does not hear them) 

G/AL ; Did you say something ? 

PROF : (in a loud voice) Please sit down. 

MRS SHARMA : (louder still) Sit down. 

(She hears them this time and goes towards the Sofa, but 

stumbles against a centre table. She manages to sit 

down.) 

PROF ; Sit down. Devdutt. (To the girl) This is our son 
Devdutt. 

(The gir! does not hear him) 
MRS. SHARMA: (/oud/y) This is our son Devdutt. 
(She hears her and instead of greeting Dsvdutt. greets the 
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Professor) 

PROF: Devdutt Is sitting that side. (Loud/y) Whatis 

your name ? 

GI/RL : Tibhe. 

PROF : Tibha ? That's a strange name. 

(The girl gets up and looks for something on the floor. 

Everyone looks at her in surprise.) 

GI/RL : My glasses. | think they fell off when ! stumbled. 

Please help me find them. 

(Professor and his wife start searching for her spectacles ) 

PROF: I cannot find any glasses here. 

MRS. SHARMA There are no glasses here. 

DEVDUTT : That is because She was not wearing any 
glasses when she came. 

PROF: Now that you mention it, that is right. 

MRS. SHARMA: Yes, that is right. 

PROF: Don't worry. You have perhaps left your glasses 
at your home. What are you studying? (The 
girl does not respond and So the Professor repeats 
the question in a loud voice) 

GIRL : (almost shouts back) In the first year. For the 
last two years. But what about my glasses ? 
Are you sure I! did not have them when I came ? 

PROF: No, you did not. 

(No one speaks for Some time) 

PROF: Which college do you study in ? 

G/RL : Yes. in the first year. For the last two years. 
(Suddenly) Ah... 

PROF: No, you did not have the glasses when you 
come. 

MRS. SHARMA: You did not have glasses. 

G/AL: No, not glasses. It has started. 

PROF: What has started ? 

G/RL: The pain in my left leg. (She starts moaning) 
Let me go home now. 

PROF: (initiated now) All right, go home. 
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G/AL : But are you sure { did not drop my glasses here? 

PROF : No. no. 

G/RL: Let me go then. 

(She walks out trying to find her way through the furni- 

ture) 

PROF: The Judge Sahib was saying that his daughter 
was a brilliant student. 

MRS. SHARMA: And sings well. 

PROF: But I find she is blind. 

MRS. SHARMA: And stone deaf. 

DEVDUTT: Bout not dumb. 

MRS. SHARMA: (ignoring hem) She has rheumatism. 

PROF: Sheis an idiot. Her 1.0. is zero. 

MRS. SHARMA : She has a funny name. 

PROF: | do not approve of the girl. 

MRS. SHARMA : I do not approve at all. 

DEVDUTT : But | approve of her. And | am going to 
have dinner with the Judge tomorrow. 

PROF: | do not believe in this arrangement. 

MRS. SHARMA: Neither do 1. 

DEVDUIT: Butl do. 
(Devdutt goes out leaving his parents fiabbergasted.) 


Scene 2 


{Judge Sahib's dining room. The girlis sitting alone at 
the table and looking at her watch. She says eight o'clock 
and Judge Sahib enters the room ) 

JUDGE: Where is Devdutt, Pratibha ? {it is already 
eight and | do not approve of unpunctuality. 

{A bearer gives the Judge Sahib a piece of paper, which 
he passes on to Pratibha) 

PRATIBHA : (reads) Devdutt thanks the honourable 
judge for his kind invitation to dinner. 

{(Devdutt enters. He has a Swagger stick in his hand. He 
Js drunk.) 
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DEVDUTT: And Is pleased to accept the same. 

(He bows to them with flourish. Judge Sahib and his 

daughter have got up to receive him and look at him not 

knowing what to do.) 

DEVDTTT: Hallo Judge Sahib. How do you do? 
pleased to meet you. (To the gir/) And you, dear. 
How do you do? (He extends his hand, but the 
girl ignores him) 

(Devdutt removes his coat and puts it ecross a chair and 

sits down comfortably) 

DEVDUTT : Why are you keeping standing? Do sit 
down. Be comfortable. lam extremely grateful 
that you accepted my invitation. Extremely grate~- 
ful. Why don’t you get seated ? 

(When they do not sit down, Devdutt picks up the stick 

and brandishes it at them. They sit down.) 

DEVDUTT : (/aughs) That's better. And what would you 
like to have? A whisky or a gin? Or a spot of 
champagne for you, mademoiselle? No? Then what 
will you have ? A glass of water? Aqua pura? 
Boy, three glasses of water, please. The Judge 
Sahib believes in prohibition. (He laughs again). 

JUDGE: | was going to tell you ... 

DEVDUTT : I know. You want to have a drink on the 
quiet. Boy — 

(The bearer comes) 

DEVDUTT : Show me the washroom, please. 
(Devdutt follows the bearer inside) 

JUDGE: This man has no sense of time. He is mad. 

PRATI/IBHA: Heis a drunkard. 

JUDGE: Delirium tremens. I can know a man just by 
looking at him once and write my judgment the 
moment | see the accused in the dock. | know 
for certain that this man Is due for the gallows. 

PRATIBHA: Heis dangerous. 

JUDGE: Butthen | am getting late for dinner and ! 
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ama firm believer in punctuality. Boy, please 
get my dinner to my bedroom. 

PRAT!/BHA: Mine, too. And when that man comes, 
tell him that we have gone to bed. 

(Devdutt enters and brandishes his stick) 

DEVDUTT : Sitdown. You see, |! lost my way coming 
out of the bathroom. 

(They allsit down. Devdutt passes the glasses of water 

to them, and says “Cheers” and starts drinking. When they 

do not drink, Devdutt lifts and they pretend to drink. 

Devdutt suddenly looks at his watch) 

DEVDUTT : All right, you can go now. It is now time 
for me to go to bed. Exactly at thirteen minutes 
past eight. And |! am a firm believer in punctu- 
ality. 

(He shakes hands with Judge Sahib. They turn to leave 

the room) 

DEVDUTT: Should not you be thanking me for the 
dinner ? 

JUDGE: Oh, yes. Thank you very much. 

DEVDUTT : (with humility) Please do not mention it. 
It was nice of you to come. It was my pleasure. 
Good night. (Look at his watch) Oh my God! 
Eight fitteen already! I should have gone to 
bed now. 

(Oevdutt puts his head on the dining table and goes to 

sleep. Judge Sahib goes inside. Pratibha picks up the 

stick and hits Devdutt) 

PRATIBHA : Hey, Mister. 

(Devdutt get up with a start) 

DEVDUTT : No, ! do not have glasses. 

PRATI/IBHA: Thank you, I do not use glasses. My eye- 
sight is quite good. 

DEVDUTT: But not your hearing. 

PRATIBHA: lam not deaf either. 

DEVDUTT : Rheumatic ? 
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PRATI/BHA: Not even that. 

DEVDUTT: But then you are an idiot. Your | Q., is zero. 

PRATIBHA : No. 

DEVDUTT: But then? 

PRAT/BHA: I was acting. for I do not want to spoil my 
good student career by marrying. And ! did not 
want to displease my father either. 

DEVDUTT: Good for you. You may go now. lI am 
going to sleep now. Good night. 

(Devdutt goes to sleep. Pratibha hits him with the stick, 

this time a little harder. Devdutt gets up.) 

PRAT/BHA : Put on your coat and get out quietly, you 
drunken fellow. 

(Devdutt straightens his tie and puts on his coat) 

DEVDUTT: No,lam not a drunk. 

PRATI/BHA: Then you must be mad. A crimina! head- 
ing for the gallows. 

DEVDUTT : No chance. 

PRAT/BHA : Delirium tremens ? 

DEVDUTT : No. 

PRATIBHA : So — 

DEVDUTT: | have decided to marry another girl. And 
so | was acting so that the Judge Sahib would 
himself disapprove. 

PRATIBHA : (returns the stick to Devdutt ) That is 
strange | 

DEVDUTT : No, no. There is nothing strange. You 
count up to fifteen and you will find everything 
is all right. Oh, my God. | have to meet her and 
| am a firm believer in punctuality. 

(Devdutt hands over the stick to Pratibha and rushes out. 

Pratibha looks at the stick wonderingly and starts counting 

— one two, three, four... } 
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WRITERS WORKSHOP | 


r¢RITERS WORKSHOP was tounded in 1998. it com 
slots of a group of writers who egree In principle thet 
English has proved its ebility, as e language, to play & 
creative role in Indian literature, through original writing 
end transcreation. its tesk is that of defining end sub- 
etantiating the role by discussion end diffusion of creative 
writing and transcreation from India end other countries. 


The WORKSHOP is non-profit and non-political; it con- 
sists of writers sympathetic to the Ideals and principles 


embodied in creative writing : It is concerned with practice 
not theorising, helpful criticism not iconoclesm. 


The WORKSHOP publishes a bi-monthly Journal, “The 
Miscellany,” devoted to creative writing. It Is not sa house 
journal; as a rule It gives preference to experimental work 
by young end unpublished writers, its two chlef criteria tor 
selection being high Imaginative awarenese and mature 
technique. Established writers appear In its pages (If thelr 
work meets those standards. “The Miscellany” does not 
carry edvertising. 


One can become a member or an Associate by written 
epplication to the Secretary, which requires the support 
of two members and approva! by majority on committee. 
Members ere writers with published work to their credit. 
To be an Associate requires agreement with aims and 
objecte of WRITERS WORKSHOP, active interest In crea- 
tive writing, and e willingness to lend practical assistence 
to WORKSHOP activities. Subscription to “The Miecellamy” 
automatically confers Associate membership. Further detalls 
are avellable from the Secretery, P. Lal, at the WOR¥- 
- OP address: 162/92 Lake Gerdens. Caloutta <8. 


Grealive Writing” 
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